Beauty of banfawork
things by Band still find time to add to their work some elabor-
ation of mere beauty which makes it a joy to look on, while
our machine-made tools, which could do so at much less cost,
are too utilitarian to afford any ornament. It used to give me
daily pleasure in Teheran to see the sacks in which refuse is
carried off the streets woven with a blue and red decorative
pattern: but can one imagine a borough council in Leeds or
Birmingham expressing a delicate fancy of this kind: Beauty,
according to these, is what one buys for the museum: pots and
pans, taps and door-handles, though one has to look at them
twenty times a day, have no call to be beautiful. So we
impoverish our souls and keep our lovely things for rare
occasions, even as our lovely thoughts—wasting the most of
life in pondering domestic molehills or the Stock Exchange,
among objects as ugly as the less attractive forms of sin.
The Gilaki lad, like all the jungle dwellers I had met so far,
spent his winters on the coast, when the cold up here would
be so severe that " not even a crow could fly/' I asked him
about Daku in the jungle, and he told me that it was a two
days' journey by a valley opening out close to Kalar Dasht—
a streamless valley which led west to a pass called Mazigasar,
and dience on the second day to Daku, with not a village or
any inhabitants on the way. About 4 p.m. we came to the
opening of this valley, or rather to two of them, Kulud Qal'a
and Rashak, one going west and the other north-west, both
without streams and both leading to Daku, and together
opening out into the plain of Kalar Dasht into which we now
emerged.
Captain L. S. Fortescue and Major J. B. L. Noel have both
visited this place, and mention that Kalar Dasht used to be the
favourite hunting-ground of Nasir-ud-Din Shah, who built a
mule track hither so that his harem and all his court could
follow him on his yearly holiday. It is a rich plain, about

